TAM O'  SHANTER,

A  TALE.

Of Bromyis and of Bogilisfull is this Buke.

GA.WIN   D.OUGLAS*

WHEN chapman billies leave the street,
And drouthy neebors, neebors meet.
As market-days are wearing late,
An', folk begin to tak the gate ;
While we sit bousing at the nappy,
An' gettin fou and unco happy,
We think na on the lang Scots miles,
The mosses, waters, slaps, and styles.,

That